and orange through calm mornings and still evenings, and far away,
the scarred and blinded faces of despoiled palaces along Palace Quay
and English Quay continued living their own hidden life somewhere in
a strange place where past, present, and future were at one. In Galer-
naya Street a venturesome old woman watched her late dahlias petal
out in the courtyard, and kept the gate open for the benefit of the
passers-by, and those who came to see Elena Ivanovna in the afternoon,
saw the luxuriously coloured globes, and they were heartened. Even in
the bleakest, most forlorn slums at the back of Vassily Island some
tree or other was determined to snatch some glory from the fading
hour of the year, and clothed itself in brilliantly coloured raiment until
not a street, lane, or backyard were there, but had their share in the
polychromatic scheme.

Frossia loved her daily pilgrimage to Kamennostrovsky. It took her
by way of the narrow wooden Exchange Bridge, its green, weathered
limbers reddish in the morning and dark copper in the afternoon.
Across the frail bridge, the few garden patches of Petrograd Side
looked kingly in their rainbowed stillness. Down the wide Bolshoy
Prospect, the main street of the Side, trees there were none, but lanes
and alleys, branching off the avenue, gave enchanting glimpses of
beauty all the more precious because of its seclusion. The Prospect
ended, and Kamennostrovsky was before her, and not a house but had
something to offer. There were charred walls, broken windows, sunk
roofs, and gaping holes, but the glory of autumn shone above all
such untidiness and desolation, grass turned deep yellow in among
wounded stones, and gardens stood in sculptured triumph.

The soft weather gave comfort to many. Queues still threaded the
streets, but the long vigils were easier to bear in pleasant autumnal
sunshine. Stillness made away with the rattling of insecure doors and
windows, and those who had no work could go and sit on benches and
not shiver. There was dust in abundance, but no wind to carry it about.
Small dark blue steamers still plied their unhurried way between
Vassily Island and Ochta. Pavel Pavlovich, unheeding his sister's
plaintive admonitions about shoe-leather, wandered far and wide to
observe the festally coloured scene.

Elena Ivanovna and Frossia begged the buxom old lady in Galer-
naya Street for some dahlias. The woman was neither friend nor close
neighbour, they did not even know her name, but they asked for some
dahlias, and she gave them a generous bunch, and together they
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